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]JULIUS ES AR. 

ACT I SCENE, A fret in Rome. 

| Enter Flavius, Marullus, and mob. 

Fla v. ENCE; home, you idle weatures, get you 
home, 

Is this a holiday! What ! know you not, 


Being mechanical, you ought not walk 


Upon a labouring day without the ſign | 
Of your profeſſion — Speak, what trade art thou-? 

Car. Why, ſir, a carpenter, 5 

Mar, Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt appare: on? | 
—You, fir, what trade are you; 

Cob, Truly, fir, in reſpe&t öf a fine workman, I am 
but, as you would fay, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? Anſwer me directly. 

Cob. A trade, fir, that I hope I may uſe with a ſafe 
conſcience :_ which is, indeed, fir, a mender of Bad fouls; 
Fav. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave, 

what trade? . 3 

Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, ſir, be not out with me: 
Yet if yon be out, ſir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meaneſt thou by that? Mend me, thou 
ſauſy fellow ? ot W | 

Cob. vWhy, fir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou? 

Cob. Truly, fir, all that I live by is the awl. I med- 
dle with no tradefman's matters, nor woman's matters: 
but with all. 1 am indeed, fir, a ſurgeon to old ſhoes; 
when they are in great danger, I recover them. As pro- 
per man as ever trod upon neat's leather, have gone upon 
myhandy work. 1 8 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy ſhop to-day ? 

Why doſt thou lead theſe men about the ſtreets ? 

Cob. Truly, ſir, to wear out their ſhces, to get myſelf 
into more work. But, indeed, fir, we make Loliday to 
lee Caeſar, and to rejoice ia his trinmph. _ ERS 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conqueſt brings he 

home ? : | | 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, | 
To grace iy captive bonds his chariot wheels? | 
You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſelefs things! 
O you herd hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
| Knew ye not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
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+ JULIUS CXKSAR. 
{ave you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea to chimney-tops, 
Your-infants in your arms, and there have ſat 
The live- long day, with mm? expectation, 

8 


To ſee great Pompey pals the ſtreets of Rome: 
And when you ſaw his chariot but. appear, 
Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath his banks, 
To hear the replication of your ſounds, | 
Made in his concave ſhores ? : 

And do you now put on your beſt attire ? 

And do you now cull out an holiday ? 

And do you now ſtrew flowers in his way, 

That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood? 
Be gone; TTY 
Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 

Pray to the gods, to intermit the plague 
That needs muſt light on this ing atitude. 

Flav..Go, go, good countrymen ; OE 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 

his way will I; Diſtobe the images, 


If you do find them deck d with ceremonies. (F. Mob - 


Theſe growing feathers pluckt from Cseſar's wing, 
Will make bim fly an ordinary pitch; 
Who elſe would ſoar above the views of men, 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſe. (E. ſeveralty- 
Enter Caeſar; Antony, for the courſe; Calphurnia, Peei- 
us, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, 4 ſoothſayer, &c. 
Ce/. Calphur nia 
Caſca. Peace, ho! Caeſar ſpeaks. 
Caeſ. Calphurnia—— 
Cal. Here, my lord, : 
. Caef. Stand you directiy in Antonius“ way, 
When he doth run his courſe. Antonius 
Ant, Caeſar, my lord. 
Cacſ. Forget not in your ſpeed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia : for our elders ſay, 
The barren touch'd in this holy chaſe, — 
Shake off their ſteril curſe, 
Ant. I ſhall remember. 
When Caeſar ſays, Do this, it is perform'd, 
Ca, Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 
Scotb. Caeſar . 
Caeſ. Ha! who calls? | * 
Celta. Bid every noiſe be ſtill—Pgace | Yet again? 
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ULIUS CAZSAR 5 
Cac/. Who is it in the preſs that calls on me? 
T hear a tongue, ſhriller than all the muſic, 
Cry, Caeſar, Speak; Caeſar is turn'd to hear, 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of March. 
Cacſ. What man is that ? 
Bru, A ſoothſayer bids you beware the Ides of Mareh. 
Caeſ. Set bim before me; let me ſee his face. 
Caſca. Fellow, come from the throng, Look upon 


Caeſar, - 


Caef. What ſay'it thou to me now ? Speak cnce again · 


Foot. Beware the Ides of March. 
Caeſ. He is a dreamer; let us leave him—paſs ; 
| (E eant Caefar and train. 
Caf, Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? 
Brut, Not I. 8 
Caf. I pray you, do. 
Brat. Tam not gameſome ; I do Jack ſome part 

Of that quick ſpirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Caffias, your defires ; 

Til leave you. 


Caf. Brutus, I do obſerve you now of late: 


I have not from your eyes that gentlene(s 


OS 


And ſhew of love, as was want to have. 

You bear too ſtubborn and too ſtrange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Brut. Caſſius, L 2360 ; 

Be not decei d. If I have veil'd my look, 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 

Merely upon myſelf, Vexed I am, 

Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myſelf, 
Which give ſome ſoil, perhaps, to my behaviour ; 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd 3 
Amang which number, Caſſius, be you one, 

Nor conſtrue any farther my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, 
Forgets the ſhews of love to other men. 

Caſ. Then, Brutus, I have miſtook your paſſion; 
By means whereof, this breaſt of mine bath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitatiens. 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face ? 

Brut. No, Caſſius, for the eye ſees not itſelf, 
But by reflection by ſome other things. 

Cafe Tis juſt. - 

Aud itis very much lamented, Bru'us, 
That 


6 JULIUS CAS AR. 
That you have no ſuch mirrors; as will turn 
Vour hidden worthineſs into your eye, ; 
That you might ſee your ſhadow, | have heard, 
Where many of the beſt reſpect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Caefar) ſpeaking of Erntus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wiſh'd that noble Bru us had his eyes. 
But. Imo what dangers would you lead me, Caſſius, 
That you would have me ſeek into myſelf, | 
For that which is not in me ? | | 
Ca/ Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear: 
And fince you know you cannot ſee yourtelf 
So well as by reflexion ; I, your glaſs, 
Will modeſtly diſcover to yourſelf * P 
Thar of yourſelf, which yet you know not of, 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus: 
Were I a common laughter, or did uſe 
To ſtain with ordinary oathes my love 
To every new proteſtor; if you know | 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them; or if you know 
That I profeſs myſelf in banqueting  - 
To all the route, then hold me dangerous. 
- N | ( Faury/h and. ſbout. 
Brut What means this ſhouting ; I do fear, the people _ 
Chuſe Caefar for their king; 
Caſ. Ay, do you fear it? | 
Then muſt I think, you wou'd not have it ſo. 
Brut. I would not, Caſſius; yet I love him well / 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long ? 
What is it that you would impart to me? 
If it be ought toward tbe general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death i'the other, 
And I will look ou boch indifferently, 
For, let the Gods ſo {;eed me, as I love 
The name of onour. more than I fear death. 
Caf. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, - 
As well as I do know your outward favour. . 
Well, honour is the ſubject of my ſtory. 
I cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life 3 but for my ſingle ſelf, 
J had as lief not to be, as live to be 
- Tn awe of ſuch a thing as I myſelf, 
I was born free as Caeſar ; ſo were you: 
We both have fed as well; and we can both 


Endure 
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A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 
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| JULIUS CASAR, 
Eudure the winter's cold as well as he. 


For once, upon a raw and guſty day, 


The troubled T yber chafing with his ſhores; 


Caeſar ſays to me, Dar'n thou, Caſſius, now - {| 


Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And ſwim to yonder point ?- Upon the word 
Acceutred 5s 1 wag, I plunged in, 

And bid him follow ; fo, indeed, he did, 
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
With luſty ſinews; throwing it afide, 


And ſtemming it with hearts of controvefſy; 


But ere we could arrive the point propos d, 

Caeſar cried, Help me, Caſſius or I fink, 

I, as Eneas, our great anceſtor, | | 
Did from the flames of Troy npoa his ſhoulder ; 
The old Anchiſes bear; ſo, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Caeſar ; and this man 

Is now become a God; and Caſſius is 


If Caeſar careleſsly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when tke fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did ſhake—'tis true this God did ſhake 
His coward lips did from their colour fly; „ 
And that ſame eye, whoſe bend doth awe the world, 
Did loſe its Juitre ; I did hear him groan, 

Ay, and that tongue of his. that bade the Romans 


Mark him, and write his ſpeeches in their books. 


Alas! it cried -“ Give me ſome drink, Titinius + 

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 

So get the ſtart of the inazeitic world, 51 

And bear the palm alone. [Shouts Flouriſh, 

Brut, Another general ſhout ! | 
I do believe that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new bonours that are heap'd on Caeſar, - 

Caſ. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 
Like a Coloſſus ; and we petty men oſt 
Walk under his huge legs, and pcep about . 

To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. . 


Men at ſome time are maſters of their fates, 


The fault, dear Brutas is not in our ſtars, 

But in ourſelves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Caeſar ! what ſhould be in that Caeſar ? - 

Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than. yours * 
| rite 
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s JULIUS CESAR. 
Write them ta gether, yours. is as fair a name; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with em, 
Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit as ſoon as Caeſar, 

Now, in the games of all the Gods at once, 


Upon what meat does this our Caeſar feed, GOES 


That he is grown ſo great ?, Age, thou art ſham'd x 
Rome, thcu haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods : 
When went there by an age ſince that great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 
When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls incompais'd but one man. 
Oh! you and I have heard our fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would haves brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his ſtate in Rome, 
As eaſily as a king. 5 

Brut. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous; 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim. 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 
I ſhall recount hereafter ; for this preſent, 
I would nor, ſo with love might intreat you, 
Be any further mov'd. What you have ſaid, 
J will conſider ; what you have to ſay, 
J will with patience hear, and find a time 
Both meet-to hear and anfwer ſuch high things, 

Caſ. I am glad that my weak words 
Have ſtruck but thus much ſhew of fire from Brutus. 

Enter Caeſar and his Train. 


Brus. The games are done, and Caeſar is returning 


Caſ. As they paſs by, pluck Caeſar by the fleeve 
And he will, after his ſour faſhion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to day 
Brut. I will do ſo—but, look you, Caſſius, 
The angry ſpot doth glow on Caefar's brow, 
And all the reſt look like a chidden train. 
Caf. Caſca will tell us what the matter is. 
Cac/. Antonius 
Ant. Caeſar. 


Carf. (is Ant. apert.) Let me have men about me that 


are fat; 
Sleek-headed men, an“ ſuch as ſleep a nights; | 
von Caflius has a lean and hungry look, L 
He thinks too muck—Such men are dangerous, 
Ant. Fear him not, Caeſar, he's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well givet 
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Caeſ. Would he were fatter But I fear him not 
vet if my name were liable to fear, 
1 do not know the man I ſhould avoid 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much ; 
He isa great obſerver ; and he looks 


Quite thro? the deeds of men. He loves no plays, 


As thou doſt, Antony; he hears no muſic : 
Seldom he aides and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort, 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit, 
That could be movꝰd ta ſmite at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſelves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous, 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
That what I fear; for always I am Caeſar, 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly what thou think'ſt of him. 
[ Excunt Caeſar, a his train 

Manent Brutus and Caſſius. Caſca 72 them. 

Caſca. Vou pull'd me by the cloak: Would you ſpeak- | 

with me? 

Brut. Ay, Caſca; tell us what hath chanc'd to-day, 
That Caeſar looks fo fad. | 

Caſca. Why, you were with him, were you not ? 

Brut. I ſhould not then aſk'd Caſca what had chane'd, 

Caſca. Why, there was a crown offered him; and being 
offered him, he put it by with the back of his hand 
thus; and then the people fell a ſliouting. 

Brut, What was the ſecond noiſe for? 

Caſca. Why, for that too. 

Caſ. They ſhouted thrice : What was the laſt cry — 2 

Caſca. Why, for that too. 

Rrut, Was the crown offered him thrice? 

Caſca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than t'other ; and at every putting by 
mine honeſt neighbours ſhouted, 

Ca/, Who offered him the crown ? 

Caſca. Why, Antony, 

But. Tell ns. the manner of it, gentle Caſca, 

Caſca. I can as well be ranged as tell the manner of it, 
it was mere foolery, i did not mark it. I ſaw Mark Antony 
offer him a crown. — and, as I told you, he put it by 
Once : but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain 
have had it. Then he ofercd it to him again: then he 
put it by again: but, to my think ing, he way very loth 

G to 
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| ; to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it the third 
time; he put it the third time by; and ſtill as he-refu= — 
_ fedit, the rabblement hooted ard clapped their chopt 
| hands, and threw up their ſweaty night-caps, and utter- 
ed ſuch a deal of ſtinking breath becauſe Caetar refuſed 
the crown, that it had almoſt choaked Caeſar ; for he 
| eee and fell down at it;. and for mine own part, 1 
| urſt not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiv- 
ing the bad air. — 
Caſ. But, ſoft, I pray you. What! did Caeſar ſwoon ? 
Caſes, He fell down in the market place, and foamed 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. | 
| Brut, * is very like, he had the falling ſickneſs, 
Caſ. No, Caeſar had it not; but you and l, 


And honeſt Caſca, we have the falling Gckneſs, 
Caſca. I know not what you mean by that: but, I am 
- ſure, Caeſar fell down, If the tag-rag people did not 
| clap him and niſs him, according as he pleated and dit- 
| pleaſed them, as they vſed to do the players in the the- 
atre, I am not true man, 5 

Bru. What ſaid he, when he came unto himſelf? 

Caſta. Marry, before he fell down, wken he perceived 
the common herd was glad, he refuſed the crown, he 
pluckt me ope his doubled, and offered them his throat 
to cut. An' had been a man of any occupation, if 
] would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to hell among the rogues, And ſo he fell. When he 
came to himſelf again, be faid, ** If he had done, or ſaid 
any thing amiſs, he defired their worſhips to think it was 
his infirmity,” Three cr four wenches, where I ſtood, 
cried, ** Alas, good ſoul! — and forgave him with all 188 
their hearts. But there's no heed to be taken of tbem; 
if Caeſar had ſtabbed their mothers, they would have 
done no leſs. 

Bru, And after that, he came, thus ſad, away? 

Caſca. Ay. | | 

Caf. Did Cicero ſay any thing? 

Caſca. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. 

Caſ. To what effect? ä 

Caſca. Nay, an' I tell you that, Ill ne'er look you i” 
the face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmiled 
at one another, and ſhook their heads: but, for mine 
own part, it was Greek to me, I conld tell you more 
news too. Marullus and Flavius, for pulling ſcarfs off 
Caeſar's images, are put to ſilence. Fare 3 
| 16e 
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There was more foolery yet, if | conld remember it. 
Ca. Will you ſup with me to-night, Caſca? 
Caſca. No, I am promiſed forth. , 
C Will yon dine with me to-morrow ? 
Caſca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 
Ca. Good: I will expect you. 
Caſca. Do ſo. Farewel both. [Exits 
Brut, What a blunt fellow is this grown to bez 
He was quick mettle when he went to ſchool. 
Ca/. So he is now, in execution 
Of a: y bold or noble enterprize, 
However he puts on this tardy form, 
This radeneſs is a lauce to his good wit, 
W hich gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 
With better appetite. | 
Brut. And ſo it is. For this time I will leave you. 
To- morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caf, I will do ſo. | [Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet I ſes, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From what it is diſpos'd : therefore tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes; 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduec'd ? 
Caeſar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus: 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſius, 
— not humour me. I will this night, 
n ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion | 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obſcurely 
Caefar's . ambition ſhall be glanced at : 
And, after that, let Caeſar feat him ſure; ; 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure. [Exits 


ACT II. Thunder and lightning. Enter Caſca, 
51 fevord drawn, and Cicero meeting him, 
Cic. ©COD even, Caica. Brought you Caelar home ? 
I Why are you breathleſs ? and why ſt:re zou ſo? 
Caſca. Are you not mov'd, when all the ſway of earth 
Shakes like a thing uofirm? O Cicero, 
I have ſeen tempeſts, when the ſcoldin g winds 
_ Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I have ſeen 
C 2 The 


Held up his left hand, which did flame hag, 
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12 JULIUS CESAR. 
The ambitious ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning clouds: 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go thro' a tempeſt dropping fire, 
Either there is a civil ſtrife in heaven, 
Or elſe the world too ſaucy with the gods 
Incenſes them to ſend deſtruction, | 
Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful? 
Cafta, A comr on ſlave (you know him we'l by ſight) 


Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his ha 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd uricorch'd, 
Beiides (I have not fince put up my ſword) 
Againſt the capitol I met a lion, 


7 


Who glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 


Without annoying me. 


And yeſterday, the bird of night did fit, 


Even at noon day, upon the market place, 
Hooting and ſhrieking. When theſe prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, 
They are natural; | 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed'it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time; 
But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 


Comes Caeſar to the capitel to-morrow ? 


Caſca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 


| Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 


Cic. Good night then, Caſca: this diſturbed ſky 
Is not to walk in, 
Caſca. Farewel, Cicero. | Exit Cicero. 
; Enter Caſſius, E: = 
Ca/. Who's there? 8 | 
Caſca. A Roman. N 
Caſ. Caſca, by your voice. 1 
Cala. Vour ear is good. Caſſius, what night is this? 
Caſ. A very pleafing night to honeſt men. | 
Caſca. Whoever knew the heavens menace ſo ? 
C/ Thoſe that hare known the earth fo full of faults. 


For my part, I have v alk'd about the ſtreets, 


fubmitting me unto the perilous night; 

Have bar*d my boſom to the thunder-ſtone ; 

And when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 
The breaſt of heaven, I did preſeut myſelf 


Even 


* 
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Even in the aim and very flaſh of it, 


Caſca. But wherefgre did you fo much tempt the nea- 


vens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty gods, by tokens, ſend 
Such dreadful heralds to aſtoniſli us. A 

Ca. You are dull, Caſca ; and thoſe ſparks of life 
That ſhould be in a Roman, you do want, 
Or elſe you uſe not : you look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and caft yourſelf in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the heavens : 
Now courd l, Caſca, name to thee a man 
Molt like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the capitol : 
A man no mightier than thyſelf, or me, 
In perſonal action; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearſul, as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. 


Caſca. Tis Caeſar that you mean: is it not, Caſſius? 


Caf, Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceſtors: 

But woe the while! our fathers' minds are dead, 
And we are govern'd with our mother's ſpirits ; 
Our yoke and ſufferance ſhew us womanitſh; 

Ca ca. Indeed, they ſay, the ſenators to-morrow 
Mean to eſtabliſh Caeſar as a king; | 
And he ſhall wear his crown, by ſea and land, 

In every place, ſave here in Italy. 7 
Caſ. 1 know where | will wear this dagger then; 
Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. 
Therein ye gods, ye make the weak molt ſtrong ; 
Therein, ye gods, ye tyrants do deſeat; 

Nor ſtony tower, nor wallsof beaten braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit ; 
But life, being weary of theſe worldly bars 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs itſelf. | 

If I know this, know all the world beſides, 

Th at part of tyranny that I do bear, 

I can ſhxke off at pleaſure. 

Caſca, So can I; | 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. | ; 

Ca/. And wiy ſhould Caeſar be a tyrant then? 

Poor man I know he won Id not be a wolf, 
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But that he ſees the Romans are but ſheep; 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak ſtraws. What traſh is Rome, 
What:rubbiſh, and what offal, when it ſerves 

For the baſe matter to illominate | 

So vile a thing as Caeſar? But, Oh grief! 
Where haſt thou led me ? I, perhaps, ſpeak-this 
Before a willing bondman — then IL know, 


My anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm'd, 


And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Caſia. You ſpeak to Caſca ; and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand 
Be fa ſious for redreſs of all theſe griefs ; 

And I will ſet this foot of mine as far, 

As who goe:+ fartheſt * 

Ca There's a bargain made, 

Now know you, Cafea, I have mov'd already 
'Some certain of the nobleſt-minded Romans; 
To undergo, with me, an enterprize 


Of honourable dangerous cnſequence; 


And I do 'know, by this, they ſtay for me 
In Pompey's porch. - 93 
| Enter Cinua. 
Caſca. Stand cloſe awhile, for here comes one in haſte. 
Caf, Tis Cinna, I do know him byhis gait ; 
He is a friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 
Cin. To find out you. Who's that? Metellns Cimber ? 
Caſca. No, it is Caſca; one incorporate + 
To our attempts. Am I not ſtaid for, Cinna ? 
Cin. Yes, | 
You are. O Caſſius, if you would but win 
The noble Brutus to our party 
Caſ. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you lay it in the Praetor' chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 


. In at his window z ſet this up with wax 


Upon old Brutus? ſtatue : all this done, | 
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you ſhall find vs- 
Is Decimus Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 
Cin. All but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone 
To ſeek you at your houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe papers as ycu bade me, 
Caſ. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 
[ Exit Cinna, 
Come, 


— — 
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Come, Caſca you and I will yet, ere dax 
See Brutus at his houſe : three parts.of him 
Is ours already; and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. OR 


SCENE, Brutus's Garden, Enter Bratus. 
Brut. What, Lucius | ho — 
I cannot, by the progreſs of the ſtars, 
Give gueſs how near to day.— Lucius, I ſay ' 
I would it were my fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
When, Lucius, when? awake, I ſay—What, Lucius! 
Be Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Call'd you, my lord? 
Brut. Get me a taper in my ſtudy, Lucius: 
M hen it 3s lighted, come and call me here. 
Luc. | will, my lord. 
Brut. It muſt be by his death; and, for my part, 
T kn-w no perſcnal cauſe to ſpurn at him, | 
But for the general. He would be c:own'd— : 
How that might change his nature, there's the queſtion. 
It isthe brighteſt day that brings forth the adder, 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him that 
And then I grant we put a ſting in him, 
That at his will he m:y do danger with, 
The buſe of greatneſs is, when it disjoins 
Remorſe from power: and, to ſpeak truth of Caeſar, 
'&T heave not known when his affections ſway'd 
More than his reaſon, But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upwards turns his face: 
But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back; 
Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degree; 
By which he did aſcend. So Caeſar may: 
Then, leſt he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to theſe and theſe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a ſerpent's egg, 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow miſchievous z 
And kill him iu the ſhell, | 
| Enter Lucius. 
Lic. The taper burneth in your cloſet, ſir, 
Searching the window fer a flint, I found 
This paper, thus ſeal'd up; and, I am ſure, 


Exit. 


— 
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It did not lie there when I went to bed, . 
NT [Gives him the letters 
Brut, Get you to bed again, it 's not day. 
Is. not to-morrow, bay, the Ides of march? 
Luc, I know not, fir. | : | 
Brut, Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 
Ee... 6 Exit. 
Brut. The exhalations whizzing in the air, 
Give ſo much light, that I may read by them, 
[ Opens the letter, aud reads. 
Brutus thou ſleep'ſt; awake, and ſee thyſelf, JEW 
Shall Rome ----——- ſpeak, ſtrike, redreſs !_ i 
Brutus, thou ſleep'ſt: awake | 
Such infligations have been often dropt, 
Where I have took them up— : 
Shalt Rome——Thus much I piece it out— 
Shall Rome ſtand under one man's awe ? what ! Rome? 
My anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome 
Ihe Tarquin drive, wheh he was call'd a king.— 
Speak, ſtrike, redreſs . Am | entreated 


/ 


If the redreſs will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full pefftion at the hand of Brutus 
Euter Lucius. 

T us, Sir, March is waſted fourteen days. J 
| | Kro ks ⁊vithin. 

Brut. *Tis good. Go to the gatf ; ſomebody knocks, 

i | [ Exit Lucius. 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me agaiuſt Caeſar, 5 
I have not ſlept. 285 | : 
Between the actingof a dreadful thing, 
And the ßirſt motion, all the interim is 
Like a pbantaſma, or a hideous dream: 
The genius, and the. moral inftrunents 
Are then in council; and the ſlate of man, 
Like © a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an inſurrection. 
| Enter Lucius. 

Luc Sir, *tis your brother Caſſius at the door, 
Who doth defire to {ee you. | | 

Bru', Is he alone? | 

Luc, No, fir, there are more with him, 

Brut. Do you know them ?- 

Luc. No, fir, their faces are buried in, their cloaks, 

That by no means I may diſcover them | 


e * — . 


o ſpeak and ſtrike? O Rome ! I make thee promiſe, - 


ry 


8 


2222282222 


| JULIUS CASAR. 17 
Buy any mark of favour, | Ex 
Brut. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius. 
They are the faction. O conſpiraey! 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are moſt ſree? O then by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seek none, conſpiracy 
Hide it in tmiles and affability: 
For if thou path thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim-enough 
To hide thee from prevent.on, 
Enter Caſſius, Caſca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and Tre- 
bonius. . 

Caſ. I think we are too bold upon your reſt, 
Good morrow, Brutus: do we trouble you? 
But I have been up this hour; awake all night. 
Know I theſe men that come along u ith u? de. 

Caſ. Yes, every man of them; and no man here, 
But honaurs you; and every one doth wiſh 
You had but that opinion of yourſelf, 
Which every noble Rowen bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Brut, He is welcome hither, 

Caſ. This, Decius Brutus. 

Brut He is welcome too. 

Cafe This, Caſca; this, Cinna; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. | 
B ut. They are all welcome, . 
What watchful cares do interpoſe themſelv.'s 


* 


© Betwixt 10ur eyes and night ? 


Caſ. Shall I entreat a word-? 5 (They wwhiſfer 
Dec. Here lies the Eaſt ; doih not the day break nere: 
Caſca. No. , 


Cin. O, pardon, fir, it doth ; and yon grey lines, 
That fret the clouds, are meſſengers of day, 
Caſca, You ſhall:confeſs that; ou ate both Ceceiv'd ; 
Here, as I point my ſword, the ſun ariſes, 
Which is a great way growing on the Sonth, 
Weighing the youthful ſeaſon of the year, - I 
Some two months hence, up higher towards the North, 
He ſirſt prefents his fire; and the high Eaſt 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here, 
Brut. Give me your hands alt over, one by one, 
C. And let us ſwear our reſolution, | 
Brat. No, not an oath, If net the face of men, _ 
19 


Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy, 


Should ont live Caeſar : we ſhall find of him 
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The ſufferance of our ſonls, the time's abuſe 
If theſe be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 

So let high-fighted tyranny range on, 
*Tilleach man drop by lottery, But if theſe, 


As J am ſure they do, bear fire enough 


To kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour 
The melting ſpirits of women; then, countrym en, 


What need ue any ſpur, but our own cauſe, 


To prick us to redreſs ? What other bond, 
Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not pal er? and what other oath, 


Than honeſty to honeſty engag'd, 


That this ſhail be, or we will fall for it? 
Swear prieſts and cowards, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls. 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad cauſes, ſu ear 

Such creatures as men doubt, but do not ſtain 

The even virtue of our enterprize, 

Nor the inſuppieflive metal of our ſpirits, 

To think that, or our cavſe, or cur performance, 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood, 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 


IJ he doth break the ſmalleſt particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
C:/. But what of Cicero ? ſhall we ſound him? 


I think he will ſtan] very ſtrong with us, 


Ca ca. Let us not leave him out, A An 


Cin. No, by no means, 
Mt. O let us have him; for his ſilver hairs 
Will purchaſe us a good opinion, 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds : 
It ſhall be ſaid, his judgement rul'd our hands ; 
Our youths and wildneſs ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity, | . 
Brut, O, name him not: let us not break with him; 
For he will never follow any thing, 
That other men begin. 
Ca/. Then leave him out. 
Caſca. Indeed, he is not fit, 


Dec. Shall no ma: elſe be tonch'd, but only Cæſar? | 


6% Decius, well urged—t think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, ſo well belov'd of Caeſar, 


— 


A ſhrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means, 


If 
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If he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far, 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony and Caefar fall together, 

Brit. Our courſe will ſeein too bloody, Caius Caſſius 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs; Y 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 

For Antony is but a limb of Caeſar, | 
Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers, Caius ; 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Caeſar ; 
And in the ſpirit of man there is no blood: 
O, that we then could come by Caef r's ſpirit, 
And not diſmember Caeſar ! but, alas ! 
Caeſar muſt bleed for it! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfu'ly. 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not bew him as a catcaſe fit for hounds ; 
And this ſhall make 
Our purpoſe neceſſary, and not envious ; 
Which, ſo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd purgers, not murderers, 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do no wore than Caeſar's army - 
When Caeſar's head is off, 
Caf, Yes I fear him; 
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caeſar ——- 

Brut. Alas, good Caſſius, do not think of him. 

If he loves Caeſar, all that he can do 
Is to himſelf; take thought, and die for Caeſar ; 
And that werz much he ſhould ; for he is given 
To ſports, to wildueſs, and much company. 

Trsh. There is no fear in him; let him not die; 
For he will hve, and laugh at this hereafter. 


(Clock rides. 


9 
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Drut. Peace; count the clock. 
Caſ. The clock has ſtr.cken three. 
Treb, Tis time to part. 

Caſ. But it is doubt ful yet, 
Whether Caeſar will come forth to-day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown of late; 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantaſy, of dreams, and ceremonies. 

It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 

The unaccuſtom'd terror of this night, 
And the peiſu ſion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day, 


Dec. 
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D c. Never fear that: If he be ſo reſolv'd, 
T can o'erſway him: for be loves to hear, 


That unicorns may be betray'd wich trees, 


And bears with glafles, elephants wich holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers. 


Zut when I tell him. he hates flatterers, 


tHe ſays, he does; being then molt flattered. 

et me work; 3 . 

or 1 can give his humour the true bent, 1 

And I will bring him to the Capitol, 

- Caf, Nay, we wil all of us be there to fetch him. 
Brut, By the eighth hour. Is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caeſar hard, 


Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey : 


wonder none of you have thought of him, 
Brut, Now, good Metellus, go along to him; 

loves me well, and I have given him reaſons ; 
end him but hither, and I'll taſhion him. 


Ca The morning comes upon u. We'll leave you, 


B rutus— - 
And, friends! difperſe yourſelves; but all remember 
hat you have ſaid, and ſhew yourſelves true Romans. 
Brut. Good gen;lemen, look freſh, and merrily z * 
et not our looks put on our purpoſes, 
at bear it, as our Roman actors do, 


- ith untir'd ſpirits, and formal conttancy, 


nd ſo, good murrow to you every one, [ Exeunt, 
Man r Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius —Faſt aſleep? It is no matter. 
njoy the honey heavy dew of ſlumber. : 
hou haſt no figures, nor no fantakes, 
dich buſy care draws in the brains of men; 
herefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo ſound. 
Enter Portia, 
Por, Brutus, my lord t 
Brut Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore riſe you now? 


is not for your health thus to commit 
our weak condition to the raw cold morning. 


Por, Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Bru- 
tus | 

on from my bed. And ye*ernighr, at ſupper, 

o ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd about, 

uſing and ſighing with your arms acroſs : 


ad when I aſk'd you what the matter was, 
You 
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You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks, 

Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 

Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did; 

Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, 

Which ſeem'd too much enkindled ; and, withal, 

Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 

Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep; 

And, could it work ſv much upon your ſhape, 

As it hath much prevail*d on your condition, 

I ſhould not kno» you, Brutus, Dear my lord, 

Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 
Brut, J am not well in health, and that is all. 
Per, Brutus is wiſe, and were he not jo health, 

He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru, Why, ſo I do—Good Portia, go to bed. 
Por, What, is Brutus fick, 

And will he ſteal out of his wholeſome bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air, 

To add unto his fickneſs ? No, my Brutus, 

Lou have ſome fick offence within your mind, 

Which, by the right and virtue of my plac-, 

I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, 

I charm you, by my once-commended beauty, 

By all your vows of love, and that great vow 

Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you infold to me, yourſelf, your half, 

Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 

Have had reſort to you: for here have been 

Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 

Even from darkneſs, 
Brut, Kneel not, gentle Portia, & 
Por, I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus, 

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 

Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 

Phat appeèrtain to you? Am I yourſelf, 

But, as it were, in ſort, or limitation; | 

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 

And talk to you ſometimes? Dwell I but in the ſuburbs 

Of your good pleaſure ? If it be no more, : 

Portia is Brutus harlot, not his wife, 2 
Brut. You are wy true and honourable wife, 

As dear to me as are the ruddy — 


That 
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That viſit my ſad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then mould I know this ſecret. 
T grant I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife: 
I'grant I am a woman; but withal,- 
A woman well-reputed Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my ſex, 
Being ſo father'd, and ſo huſbanded ? 
Tell me your counſels, I will not diſcloſe them : 
J have made ſtrong proof of my conltancy, 
. Giving myſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience, 
And not my huſband's ſecrets ? 
Brut, O ye Gods, 
Render me worthy of this noble wiſe ! [ Kneeks 
Hark, hark! one knocks-—Porrtia, go in awhile 
And by, and by, thy botom ſhall partake | 
The ſecrets of my heart. (F.xit Portia, 
SCENE changes to Caeſar's Palace. Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter Julius Caeſar. | 
Carf. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace fo 
night, 
| Thrice bath Calphurnia in her ſleep ery'd out, 
Help, ho! they murder Caeſar.— Who's within? 
Enter a Servants 
Serv. My lord? 
Cae/. Go bid the prieſts do preſent ſaeriſice, 
And bring me their opigions of ſucceſs, 


Se, h. I will, my lord. | (Exit, 
Enter Calphurnia. 
Cal. What mean you, Caeſar? think you to walk 
forth ? 


You ſhall not ftir out of your houſe to-day. 
Cae/. Caeſar ſhall forth, The things that threatened 
me, | 
Ne'er look but on my back; when they ſhall ſee * 
The face of Caeſar, they are vaniſhed. | 
Cal. Caeſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſeen by the watch, 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
O Caeſar! theſe things are 1 855 all uſe, 
And I do fear them. | 


og What can be ayoided, | | 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Caeſar ſhall go forth; for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Caeſar. 
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets ſeen : 
The heavens themſelves blaze forth the death of princes, 
Cae/: Cowards die many times before their deaths 
The valiant never taſte of de.th but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange tnat men ſhould fear ; 
Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 
Enter a Servant, 
What ſay the augurers ? 
Serv, They would not have you to ſtir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaſt. 
(Exit Serv ants 
Ca. The Gods do this in ſhame of cowardice: 
Caeſar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart, 


If he ſhould ſtay at home to-day for fear. 


No, Caeſar ſhall not, 

Cal. Alas, my lord, 
Your wiſdom is conſum'd in confidence, 
Do not go forth to day : call it my fear 
That keeps you in your houſe, and not your owns 
We'll ſend Mark Antony to the ſenate: houſe, 
And he will ſay you are not well to-day, 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this, 

Cacſ. Mark Antony ſhall ſay, I am not well? 
And, for thy humour, I will ſtay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them jo. 9 

Dec. Caefar, all hail ! Good-morrow, worthy Caeſar: 
I come to fetch you to the ſenate-houſe, 

Cacſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the ſenators, 
And tell them that I will not come to day; 
Cannot is falſe; and that I dare not, falier 
Iwill not come to-day. Tell them lo, Decius. 

Cal. Say, he is ſick, 

Cacſ Shall Caefar fend a lie? 
Have I in conqueſt ſtretch'd mine arm fo far, 
To he afraid to tell grey-beards the truth ?— 


Decius, go tell them, Caeſar will not come. 


Dec, Moſt mighty Caeſar, let me know ſome ca»lſe, 
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Leſt I be lauph'd at when I tell them ſo. 
Ca. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come; 
That is enough to ſatisfy the ſenate. 
But for your private ſatisfaction, | 
B-cauſe | love'you,/ I will let you know; 
Calphurnia here, my wife, ſtays me at home ; 
She dreamt laſt night'ſhe' ſaw my ſtatue, 
Which, like a fountain with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood; and many f uſty Romans 
Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands im it. 
And theſe ſne doth apply for warnings and portents 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that 1 will ſtay at home to-day, 
Dec. This dream is all amiſs interpreted; 
It was a viſion fair and fortunate. 
Your ſtatue ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving blood; aud that great men ſhall preſs 
For tinctures, ſtains, relieks, and cooniſarice, 
This by Calphurnia's dream is ſignify'd. | 
Cae/, And this way have you well expounded it, 
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I can ſay; 
And know it new; the ſenate have concluded 
To give this day a crown to mighty Caeſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Befide:, it were a mock 
A pt to be render'd, for ſome one to ſay, . 
Break vp the ſenate, 'till another time, 
When Caeſar's wife ſhall meet with better dreams. 
If Caeſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 
Lo, Caeſar is afr id! 
Pardon me, Caefar, for my dear, dear love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 
Ard eaſon to my love is liable. | 
Cac/. How feoliſh do your fears ſeem now, Calphurniad 
T am aſhamed I did yie'd to them. 
Give me my robe, for I will go. | 
Ente, Metellus, Caſca, Trebonins, Cinna. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good-morrow, Caeſar, 
Ca Welcome, Publius. 
What is' t o'clock ? 
Brut. Caeſar, *tis ſtricken eight. 
Ce}, I thank you for your pains aud courteſy. 


— 


Enter 
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Enter Antony. 
See! Antony, that revels long o'nights, 
Is notwithſtandinggip—G 00d-morrow, Antony. 


Ant 30 to moſt noble Caeſar. 
Ca. Bid them prepare within — 
I am to blame to be thus waited for... 
Trebonius ! | 
I have an hour's talk in ſtore for you; 
Remember that you call on me to- day! 
Be near me, that I may remember you, 
Treb. Caeſar, I will=—And ſo near will I be, (Afides 
That your beſt friends ſhall wiſh I had been further. 
Cae/. Good friends, go in, and taſte ſome wine with 
me, 
And we, like friends, will rajghtway go together. 
Brut. That every like is not the ſame, O Cacſar, 


(Afd's 


The heart of Brutus ye:rns to think upon! (Exeunt, 


ACT III. SCENE changes to a Street near ile ( apitols 
| Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. + 
ZESAR, beware of Brutus; take heed of Caffins 
tome not near Caſca have an eye to Cinra; truſt 
not Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber ; Decius 
Brutus loves thee not; thou haſt wronged Caius Ligarius. 
There is but one mind in all theſe men, and it is bent 
againſt Cæſar. If thou be'ſt not immortal, look about 
vou; ſecurity gives way to conſpiracy» The mighty 
Gods defend thee ! a 


Thy lover, 
| ARTEMIDORUS, 
Here will I land, till Caeſar paſs along, 
And as » ſuitor will I give him this. "Me 
If thou read this, O Caeſar, thou may'ſt live; | 
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. (Exits 
Enter Portia and Lucius. | 
Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the ſenate-houſe ; 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone. 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? 
Luc. To know my errand, madam, 
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee w! at thou ſhouldſt do there.— 
O conſtancy, be ſtrong-upon my fide, 
Set a huge mountain *tween my heart and tongue! 
I have a man's wind, but a woman's might, 
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Art thou here yet? a 

Luc Madan, what ſhould I do? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe ?% | ; 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe? W 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, rf thy lord look well, 
For he went tickly forth; and take good note 
What Caeſar doth, what ſuitors preſs to him, 

Hark, boy ! what noiſe is that ? 
| | Fade I hear none, madam, . 
1 Por. Pr'ythee, liſten well; 
1 J heard a buſtling rumour like a fray, 
| And the wind brings it from the Capitol, ; 
Luc. Sooth, madam, TI hear nothing. 
E:ter Artemidorus. 

Por. Come hither, fellow, which way haſt thou been ? 
| Art. At mine own houſe, good lady. 
| Por. What is t o'clock ? 4 
| Ar /. About the ninth hour, lady. 
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Por, Is Caeſar yet gone to the Capitol? 
= Art. Madam, not yet, I goto take my ſtand, 
| To ſee him paſs on to the Capitol. - 
Per. Thou haſt ſome ſuit to Caeſar, haſt thou not! ? bo | 
Art. That] have, lady. If it will pleaſe Caeſar 
To be ſo good to Caeſar, as to hear me, 
I ſhall beſeech him to befriend himſelf. 
Por. Why, know ſt thou any harm intended towards 
him? 
Art. None that 1 know will be, much that 1 fear 1 
chance; 
Good-morrow to you. 
Por. I muſt go in—ah me! how werk a thing . 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus 4 
The heavens ſpeed thee in thine enterprize ! 
Sure, the boy heard me (, e, - Brutus hath a ſuit I 
That Caeſar will not grart,——O, I grow fainto— B 
Rua, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; |, 7 
Say, I am merry: come to me again, an 
And bring me word what be doth ſay to thee, 7 
Ti 
By 
So 
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— — pe © 
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[ Excunt ſeverally, 
SCENE, The capitel; the ſenate ſicting. 

Fl-uriſh. Enter Czfar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caica, Decius 
Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, asd Antony. A 
Ca/. Trebonius knows his time; for, look you, Brutus, Y 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. T 
Dec. Where is Merellus Cimber ? Let him go, PE” U 

n 
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And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cæſar 3 

Du. He is addreſt; preſs near, and ſecond him. 

Cir, Caſca, yon ar: the firſt that rear your hand. 

Cz/. ure we all ready ? What is now amils, 

That Cz/ar and his ſenate muſt redreſs ? 

Met Moſt hi-h, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſſant Caeſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws efore thy ſeat [ kneeling | 
An humble heart <——— | 

Ce/ I mui prevent thee, Cimber. 

Thefe couchings, and theſe lowly courteſies, 

Might fire the blood of ord'inzry men; 

And turn pre-ordinance and firſt decree? 

Into the lane of children, Be not fond, 

To think that Caefar bears ſuch rebel blo-d, | | 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality . 

With that which melteth fools; T mean, ſweet words, 
Low-crooked courtfice, and baſe ſpaniel fawning. 

Thy brother by decree is baniſhed ; _ 


If thou dvſt bend, and pray, and fan for him, 


I ſpurn thee like a cur our of my way. 
Know, Caeſar doth not wrong, nor without cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfied, 

Met. s there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To ſound more ſweetly in great Caeſar's ear, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd brother? 

Brut. I kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Caeſar ; 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cag/ What, Brutus! 

Cafe Pardon, Caeſar; Caeſar, pardon. 


As low as to thy foot doth Caſſius fall, 


To beg enfranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 
Cae/. I could be well moy'd, if I were as you; 

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me; 

But I am conſtant as the northern ſtar, 

Of whoſe true fixt, and reſting quality, 

There is no fellow in the firmament 

The ſkies are painted with un-number'd ſparks, 

They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine ; 

But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 

So, in the world, ?tis furniſi'd well with men, 

And men are feſh and blood, and apprehenfive; 

Yet, in the number, | do know but one ; 

That nnaffailable holds on his rank, 


Uoſhak d of motion: and that I am he, | 5 
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Let me a little ſhew it, even in this; 
That I was conſtant, Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd : 
And conſtant do remain to keep him fo. 
Cin O Caeſar — 
Cae/. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
De:, Great Caeſar 
Cas. Doth not Brutus bootleſs kneel ? 


Caſca Speak hands for me, [ They ab Caeſar. 


Caz/. et tu, rute? -- Then fall, Caeſar (Dies. 
Cin. Liberty! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead. 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ſtreets. 
Caſ. Some ta the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchiſement ! 
Brut, People and ſenators! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not, ftand ſtill. Ambition' debt is paid. 
There is no harm intending to your perſon- 
Nor to no Roman elle. * (Excunt Senator:. 
Caſca. And leave us, Publius; leſt that the : eople, 
Ruſhingon us, ſhculd do your age ſome miſchief, 
Brut. Do ſo: and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 
Ext.-r Trebonius. 
C Where is Antony? 
Treb, Fled to his houſe amaz'd. 
Men, wives, and children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were dooms-day, | 
Brut. Fates we will know your pleaſures — 
That we thall die, Ke know; tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. 
Ca/. Why, ke that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off jo many years of fearing death. 
Brut. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Caeſar's friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of ſearing death,—Stoop, Romans, ſtoop : 
And let us bathe our hands in Caeſar's blood 
Then walk we forttyeven to the market- place, 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, Peace! Freedom! and liberty! 
Caf. Stoop then, and waſh. How many ages hence 


[Dipping their ſwords in Caeſar's blood. 


Shall this our lofty ſcene be acted o'er, 

In ſtates unborn, and accents yet unknown? : 
Brut, Flow many times ſhall Caeſar bleed in ſport, 

That now on Pompey's baſis lies along, 

No worthier than the duſt ? 


| 
? 


Caf: 


224088828 


” 
— 27 A —— 


 JUvVLTIUS CEASARE 29 
Caſ. So oft as that ſhall be, | 
So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd 
The men tha gave their country liberty. 
Dec. What, ſhall we forth ? 
Caſ. Ay, every man away: 
Prutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moſt holdeſt and beſt hearts of Rome. 
Euter a Servant. 
Brut Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony's? 
Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my maſter bid me kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down; [Kneelinge 
And being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay, | | 
Brutus is noble, wiſe,-valiant, and honeſt ; 
Caeſar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; * 
Sa „ I fear'd Caeſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutu will vouchſafe that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be reſolv'd 
How Caelar hath deſerv'd to lie in death, 
Mark 4ntovy ſhall not love Caeſar dead, 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Prutus, 
Thoro' the hazards of this untrod ſtate, 
With all true faith, So ſays my maſter Antony. 
Erut Thy matter is a wiſe aud valiant Roman;; 
I never thought him worſe, hy | 
Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
He ſhall be ſatisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untou h'd. . 
Serv. II fetch him preſently. Exit Serv. 
B ut, T know that we ſhall have him well to friend. 
Caſ I wiſh we may; but yet have a wind, 
That fears hi; much. _— | 
Eiter Antony. 
Brut. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark Antony. 
Aut. O mighty Caeſar! doſt thou lie ſo low? 
Are all thy conqueſts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils, 
Shrunk to this little meaſure ? Fare thee well, 
] know ot, gentlemen, what you intend, _ 
Who elſe muß be let blood, who elſe is rank: 
If I myſelf, there is no hours ſo fit | 
As Caeſars death hour; nor no inſtrument 
Of half that worth as thoſe ycur ſwords, made rich 
With the moſt noble Hood of all this world 
I do beſeech ye, if ye bear me hard, 


Now 
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Now whilſt your purpled hands do reek and finoke, 
Fulfil your pleaſure, Live a thouſand, years, 
I ſhall not find myſelf ſo apt to die, 
No place ſhall pleaſe me fo, no mean of death, 
As here by Cacfar, and by you cut off, | 
The choice and maſter ſpirits of this age. 4 
Erut O Antony! beg not your death of us. 
Tho' now we mult appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our hands, and this our preſent act, 
You ſee we do; yer ſee you but our hands, 
And this the bleeding buſineſs they have done; 
Our hearts you ſ-e not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
- Hath done this deed on Caeſar. For your part, 
To you our ſwords have leaden ponts, Mark Antony: 
And our hearts, of brother's temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts and reverence. q 
. Caf, Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's 
In the diſpoſing of new dignitics. 
Brut. Only be patient till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beſide themſelves with fear; 
And then we will deliver you the cauſe, 
Why I that did love Caeſar when I ftruck him, 
Proceeded thus. | 
Ant. I doubt not of your wiſdom. 
Let each man reader me his bloody hand, 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will | ſhake with you 
Next, Caius Caffins,,doI take your hind——— 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours, Metellus —— 
Yours, Cinna, and, my valiant Caſca, yours 
Tho' laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all——Alas, what ſhal} Jay? 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery grour , 
Thu t'one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, 
Either a coward or a flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Caeſar, Oh, 'tis true; 
If then thy ſpirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Sh:king the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Moſk noble! in the preſence of thy corpſe? 
Had I as many eyes as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better than to cloſe 
In terms of friendſhip with thine enemies. 


pardon 
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1 Pardon me Julius !—Here waſt thou bay'd, brave heart ; 


Here didit thou fall, and here thy hunters ſtand 
| Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon'd in thy lethe. 
Ca. Mark Antony —— 
| Ant, Pardon me, Caius Caſſius 
The enemies of Caeſar ſhall ſay this; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty, 

Ca/ I blame you not for praiſing Caeſar ſo; 
But what compact mean you to have with us? | 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ? Y 
Or ſhall we on, and not depend-on you ? | 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed, . 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down 01 Cae:ar, 
Friends, I am with you all, and love you all; 

Upon this kope, that you will give me reaſons, 
Why, and wherein Caeſar was dangerous. 
Brut, Or elſe this were a ſavage ſpectacle. 
Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the ſon of Caeſar, 
You ſhould be ſati fied | 
Ant. That's all 1 ſeek ; 
And am moreover ſuitor, that I may, 
4 Produce his body to the market · place; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 
Brut, You ſhall, Mark Antony. 
Caſ. Brutus a word with you. 
; You know not what you do; do not conſent. (Aae. 
That Antony ſpeak in his funeral. 

Know you how much the people may be mov'd, 

By that which he will utter? 

Brut. By your pardon, 

Iwill myſelf into the pulpit firſt, 

And ſhew the reaſon of our Caeſar's death. 

What Antony ſhall ſpeak, | will proteſt 

He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion; 

And that we are contented Caeſar ſhall 

Have all due rites and lawful ceremonies ; 

It ſhall advantage more than do us wrong. 
Ca/. I know not « hat may fall! I like it not. 

Brut. Mark An ony, here, take you Caeſar's body, 

You ſhall not in your funeral ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Caeſar ; | 
And ſay, you do't by our permiſſion, | 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
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And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth 


Seeing thoſe beads of ſorrow ſtand in thine, | 
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About his funeral. And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the lame pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my ſpeech is ended, | 

Ant. Be it ſo 2% 
I do defire no more, 
' Brut. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

| | [l [Exrunt Conſpiratoris 

Ant, O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth, | 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe bucchers. 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the tide of times, 
Woe to the hand that ſhed. this coſtly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do | propheſy 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue 
A curſe ſhall light upon the limbs of men; 
Domeſtic fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, | 
Shall cumber all the various parts of [taly ; 
Blood and deſtruction ſhall be fo in uſe, 
And dreadful objects ſo familiar, 
That mothers ſhall but ſmile when they behold 


Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war; 


All pity choak'd with cuſtom of fell deeds; 
And Caeſar's ſpirit ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his fide, come hot from, nell, 
Shall, in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Havoc, and let ſlip the dogs of war; 
That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the ear h, 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 
| Enter à Servant. 
You ſerve Octavius Caeſar, do you not? 
Serv I do, Mark Antony. | 
Ant, Caeſar did write for him to come to Rome, 
Se v. He did receive his letters, and is coming; 


Oo Caeſar : 4 {Seeing the bady. 
Ant. Thy heart is big ; get thee apart, and weep. 
Paſſion, I ſee, is catching : for mine eyes, 


* 


Began to water. Is thy maſter coming ? 
Serv. He lies to- night within ſeven leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 

chanc'd,. 

Here is a mourking Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of ſafety for Octavius yet; 


" 
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Hie hence, and tell him ſo. , Yer ſtay a while; 
Thou ſhalt not back, till I have borne this corpſe 
Into the market-place : there ſhall I try, 

In my oration, how tae people take 
The cruel iffue of theſe bloody men; 
According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 
Jo young Octavius ef the ſtate of things, 
| [ exeunt wwito Caeſar's Body. 
Scene, The Forum. Enter Brutus and Caſſius, 
with the plebeians, 

Pleb, We will be ſatisfied. Let us be ſatisfied, 

Bru', Then follow me, and give me audience, friends. 
Aud public reaſons ſhall he rendered #41 ; 
Of Caeſar's death. 


3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended ; ſilence ! 

Brut. Be patient till the lift, N | 
Romans. countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my cauſe; 
and be ſilent, that you may hear, Believe me for mine 
honour ; and hav? geſpect to mine honour, that you may 
believe. Cenſure me in your wiſdom; and awake your 
ſenſes that you may the better judge. If there be any ia 
this aſſembly, any dear friend of Caeſar's, to him I would 
{ay, that Brutus's love to Caeſar was no leſs than his. 
If then that friend demand why Brutus roſe againſt Cae- 
ſar, this my anſwer Not that I loved Caeſar: leſs, 
but that I loved Rome more. Had you rather Caeſar 
wers living, and die all flaves, than that Caeſar were 
dead, to live all fre: men? Ag Caeſar ,oved me, I weep 
for him; as he was fortunate, U rejoice at it; as he was 
valiant, I honour him; but as he was ambitious, I flew 
him. There are tears, for his love; joy for his fortune g 


honour, for his valour: and death for his ambition. 


Who is here fo baſe, that would be a bond-man ? If 
any, ſpeak ; for him have I offended, Who is here 10 
rade, that would not be a Roman? If any, ſpeak for 
him have I offended. Who is here ſo vile, that will not 
love his country? If any, ſpeak : for him have I offended; 
I pauſe for a reply» 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Brut, Thea none have [ offended, 
I have done no more to Caeſar than you ſhall do to Bru- 
tus, The queſtion of his death is enrolled in the Capi- 
tol : his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; 
nor his offences eatorced, for which he ſuffered death. 


E Euter y 


(Brutus goes into the rastrume. 
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Ext.r Mark Antony, wth Caeſar's body. 
Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony : who, 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- 
nefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth ; as 
which of you ſhall not? With this I depart ; that as I 
flew my beſt lover for the good of Rome, I have the ſame 
dagger for myſelf, when it ſhall pleaſe my country to 
need my eath, \ 
All. Live, Brutus, live! live! 2 
1 Pb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houſe. 
2 Pleb. Give him a ſtatue with his anceſtors. 
3 Plcb Let him be Caeſar. | 
1 Plcb. We'll bring him to his houſe with ſhouts and 
clamours, | \ 
Brut. My Countrymen — - : 
2 Pleb - Peace | filence ! Brutus ſpeaks, 
1 Pleb. Peace, ho a 
Brut. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, fer my ſake, ſtay here with Antony: 
Do grace to Caxſar's corpſe, and grace his ſpeech, 
Tending to Caeſar's glories; which Mark Antony, 
By our permiſſion is allow d to make. 
I do int eat you, not a man depart, 
Save alone, till Antony have ſpo ke. [Ex. 
1 PI b. Stay; ho! and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the public chair, 
We'll hear him. Noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus“ ſake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pl, What does he ſay of Brutus? 
3 Plib. He ſays, for Brutus? ſake 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 
4 Pl. *Twere beſt he ſpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
1 Pleb. This Caeſar was a tyrant, 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain. 
We are bleſt that Rome is rid of him, 
2 Pleb. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can ſay, 
Aut. You gentle Romans —— , 
All. Peace, ho! let us hear him, | | 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
IT come to bury Caeſar, not ic praiſe him. 
The evil that men do, lives after them; 
The good is ofc interr:d with their bones: 
So let it be with Caeſar ! The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caeſar was ambitious ; 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault, 5 
| An 


— 


— 
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And grievouſly hath Caeſar anſwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
(For Brutus 15 an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Caefar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me; 
But Brutus ſays he was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill: 
Did this in Caeſar ſeem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cried, Caefar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtuff: - | 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitious, . | 
And Brutus is an honourable man, 4 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal, 
T thrice preſented him a kingly erown, | 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitions, 
And, fure, he is an honourable man, 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 2 
But here ! am to ſpeak what I do know, | ; 
You all cid love him once, not without cauſe ; þ 
What cauſe with- holds you then to mourn for him | 
O judgement, thou att fled to bratiſh beaſts, 
And men have loſt their reaſon ! Beat with me, 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caeſar, 
And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. | 

1 Pleb. Methinks, there is much reaſon in his ſayings, 
It thou conſider right y of the matter, | 
Caeſar has had great wrong. 

3 Pleb. Has he maſters ? I ſear there will a worſe | 


Come in his place. 


I 


— 


4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words? he would not take the 
crown ; : a | 
Therefore, 'tis certain, be was not ambitious. _ : : 
1 Pleb. If it be found fo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2 Pleb. Poor ſoul! his eyes are red as fire with weep- 


ing- | 
3 Plc. There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony. | 
4 P/cb, Now mark him, he begins to ſpeak. x 
Aut. But yeſterday the word of Caeſar might | 
Have ſtood againſt the world : now lies he there; 2 


And none ſv poor to do him reverence. 
E 2 | O maſ- 
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O maſters ! if IT were diſpos'd to fiir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 

I will nut do them wrong; I rather chuſe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myſelf and you. 
Thau I will wrong juch honourable men. | 
But here's a parchment, with the ſeal of Caeſar, 
I found it in his cloſet, *tis his will: 
Let but the commons hear this teſtament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 

And they would go and kiſs dead Caeſar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 

Yea beg a hair of him for inemory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 


Unto their iſſue. 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the will: Read it, Mark mn 


VA The will, the will We will hear Caeſar's wil 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt not read it g 


It is not meet you know how Caeſar lov'd you, 
Jou are not wood, you are not ſtones but men; 


And, being men, hearing the will of Caeſar, 
It will enflame you, it will make you mad, 
Tis gocd you know not that you are his heirs ; 


For if you ſnould, O what would come of it! 


4 Pleb. Read the will; we will hear it, Antony: 
You ſhall read us the will; Caeſar's will, 
Ant. Will you be patient? Will you ſtay a while 
I have o'erſhot myſelf, to tell you of it. i 
I fear, I wrong. the he — men, 
Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Caeſar: I do fear it. 
Pl:b, They were traitors—Honourable men -X 
. The will | the teſtament ! 
2 Pleb. They were villains, murcerers 1—The will fo 
read the will! 
Ant, You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring atout the corpſe of Caeſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 
Shall4 deſcend ? and will you Live; me leave * Ms 
All. Come down, 
. 2 Plet; Deſcend. :., [Ze comes down from tle ſultit. 
3 Pleb. You ſhall SK leave. | | 
4 Ples. A ring; ſtand round. | 


1 Pleb, Stand from the hearſe, ſland from the * 
5 - 0 
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2 Pleb. Room for Antony—moſt noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, preſs not ſo upon me; ſtand far off. 
Al. Stand back ! room ! bear back! | 
Axt. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle ; I remember 
The firſt time ever Caeſar put it on ; 
Twas on a ſummer's evening, in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii. . 
Look! in this place, ran Cafſius* dagger thro? : 
See, what a rent the envious Caſca made! 
Th ro' this, the well-beloved Brutus ſtabb'd; 
And as he pluck'd his“ curſed ſteel away, 


Mark how the blood of Caeſar follow'd it; 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be - eſolv'd 


If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd or no; 
For Brutus, as you know was Caeſar's angel: 
Judge, O you Gods ! how dearly Caefar lov'd him! 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all; 
For when the noble Caeſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors” arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty heart 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, | 
Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, : 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caeſar fell, 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I and you, and all of us, fell down, 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flonriſh'd over us. 
O now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity: theſe are gracious drops. | 
Kind ſouls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caeſar's veſture wounded ? Look you here! 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. 
1 P/ch O piteous ſpeCtacle | 
2 PI b. O noble Ceſar: 
3 Pleb. O woful day! 
4 Ph, O traitors, villains ! 
s Pe O moſt bloody fight! 
2 Pleb. We will be revenged—Revenge—About—ſcek 


— burn—fire-kill—flay !—let not a traitor live, 


An'. Stay, countrymen 
1 Plch, Peace there—Hear the noble Antony. 
2 ns We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with 
im, 
Au“. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not flir you up 
To ſuc m a ſudden flood of mutinßy. 
| E z They 
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They that have done this deed are honourable; 

What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 

That made them do it; they are wiſe and honourable, 

And will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. 

I come not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts; 

I am no orator as Brutus is ; 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ;. and that they know full well - 

That give me public leave to ſpeak of him, | 

For I have neither writ, nor words, nor worth, 

Action nor utterance, nor the power of ſpeech, 

To ſtir men's blood; I only ſpeak right on; 

J tell you that which you yourſelves do know! 

Shew you ſweet Caeiar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb 
mouths |! | 


And bid them ſpeak for me. But were! Brutus, 
And Brutus, Antony, there were an Antony, 


Would rule up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 
Ja every wound of Caefar, that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny. 

All. We'll mutiny | 

2 Pk, We'll burn the houſe of Brutus. 

3 Pleb. Away then, come, ſeek the conſpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me ſpeak. 
All, Peace, ho! Hear, Antony, moſt noble Antony. 
Ast. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what. 

Wherein hath Caeſar thus deſerv'd your loves; 

Alas, you know not. | muſt teli you then 

You have forgot the will I told you of, 8 
AJ. Moſt true — the will let's ſtay, and hear the will, 

Ent. Here is the will, and under Caeſar's ſeal, 


To every Roman citizen he gives, 


To every ſeveral man, ſeventy-five drachmas. 
2 Pleb. Moſt noble Caeſar! We'll revenge his death.) 
3 Pleb. O royal Caeſar! | 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 


All. Peace, ho | | 
Aut. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 


His private arbours, and new planted orchards, 


On this fide Tiber ; he hath left them you, 


And to your heirs for ever ; common pleaſures 

To walk abroad and recreate yourſelves. 

Here was a Caeſar—When comes ſuch another? 
1 Pleb. Never, never: come, away, away; 


We'll burn his body ia the holy place, 1 £ 
n 
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And with the brands fire all the traitors? houſes, 
Take up the body. | | 
5 [ Exeunt Plebeians with the boy, 
Ant Now let it work, Miſchief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt How now, fellow? 
Enter a ſe: vant, 5 
Serv, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant, Where is he ? 
9:1, He and Lepidus are at Caeſar's houſe. 
Ant, And thither will F ſtraigh-, to viſit him, 
He comes upon a wiſh, Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing, 
Bring me to Octavius. | 


r cf TP” 3 46 


AC T IV. Scene, 4 fall Iſland near Mutina, 
Enter Antony, Octavius and Lepidus, 
Ant. HES E many then ſhall die, Thei: names are 
prick*d, 
O#- Your brother, too, muſt die; conſent you, Lepi®. 
dus ? | | 
Top. I do conſent. 
Od. Prick him down, Antony. 
Lop. Upon condition, Publius ſhall not live, 
Who is your ſiſtei's ſon, Mark Antony. 
Ant, He ſhall not, live. Look, with a ſpot I damn 


him, 
But, Lepi/ns, go you to Caeſar's houſe ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in legacies, 
Lep, What, ſhall I find you here ? 
Od. Or here, or at the capitol. 

Ant, This is a flight, unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on errands, Is it fit, 
The three-fold world divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it? | 

Oct. So you thought him; 
And took his voice who ſhould be prick'd to die, 
In our black ſentence and proſeription. 

Ant. Octavius, 1 have ſeen more days than you: 
And tho'we lay theſe honours on this man, 

To eaſe ourſelves of divers ſlanderous loads, 

e ſhall but hear them as the aſs bears gold, 

To groan and ſweat under the buſineſs, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way; 
And, having brought ov; treaſure where we will, 


{ Exeunt. j 


[Exit Lepidus. 


Then 
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Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty aſs, to ſhake his ears, 
And graze in commons, 
Od. You may do your will; 
But he's a tried and valiant ſoldier, 
An'. So is my horſe, Octavius: and, for that, 
I do appoint him ſtore of provender. 
It is a creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on; 
His corporal motion govern'd by my ſpirit. 
And, in ſome-talle, is Lepidus but ſo ; 
Do not talk of him, 6 
But as a property. And now, Octavius, 
Liſten great things —— Brutus and Caſſius 
Are levying powers: we muſt firait make head. 
Therefore let our alliance be combin'd ; | 
Our beſt ſriends made, our beſt means ſtretcht; 
And let us preſently go ſit in council, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open perils ſureſt anſwer'd. 
O. Let us do ſo: for we are at the lake, 
And bay'd about with many enemies; 
And ſome that ſmile, have in their hearts, I fear, | 
Millions of miſchiefs. \ ; | 1 (Ex unt. 
Scene, before Brutus's Text, in the Cam), rear Sardis. 
Drum, E, ter Brutus, Luci ius, and folders, Litinius 
N and Pindarus uceſ ing them. 
Brut. Stand, ho! „ 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand! 
| Bru', What now, Lucilius? is Cafüus nea;? 
Inc. He is at hand, and Pindarvs is come 
To do you ſalutation from his maſter.” _ 
Brut. He greets me well, Your maſter, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, _ PP 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone: but if he be at band, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied, © _ ; 
Pin. I do not. doubt, | 
But that my noble maſer will appear, 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour, of 
Brut. He is not doubted, —— A word, Lucilius, 
How he recety d you, let me be 1cſoly'd. 
Luc. With courteſy, and with reſped enough; 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, . 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly conference, 


As 


1 N 


9 
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As he hath us'd of old, 
Brut. Thou haſt d ſcrib'd a 
A hot friend cooling. Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ſicken aud decay, 
It uſeth an enfotced ceremony, 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple faith 


But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, 


Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 


They fall their creſts, and, like deceitful jades, 


Sink in the trial, Comes "his army on ? 
Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd; 
The greater part, the horſe in gencral, 
Are come with Caſſius. [ March within, 
Enter Caſſius, and Soldiers. 
B. ut. Hark, he is arriv'd ; 
March gently on to meet him. 
Ca. Stand, ho! 
Brut. Stand, ho! Speak the werd alongs 
Within, Stand [ | 
Within, Stand! 
Within. Stand! | 
2 Moſt voble brother, you have done me wrong. 
Bru:, Judge me, yon Gods! Wrong I mine enemies!“ 
And, if not ſo, how ſhquld I wrong a brother? 
Caf. Brutus, this ſober form of yours 1 wron gr, 
And when you do them | 
Brut Caſlius, be content; 
Speak your griefs oP I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
Which ſhould perccive nothing but love from us, 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away: 
Then in my tent, Caſſius, enlarge * elles, 


And I will give you audience. 


Caſ Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Brut . L ucilius do the like; and.let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
[ Eveants 

Seeng, the ink de of Brutus's tent, | Re-enter Brutus 
and Caſſius. 

" Caf. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this; 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, = 
For taking bribes. here of the Sardins ; 


Wherein 


— ee ied. el. ed a_s — on. 
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Wherein my letter, praying on his fide, | 
Becauſe I knew the man, was lighted off. "op 
Brut. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Caf. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence ſhould bear its comment. 
Brut. Let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm ; 
To fell, and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeſervers, | 
Caſ. I an itching palm! 
You know that you are Brutus that ſpeak this; 
Or, by the Gods, this ſpeech were elſc your laſt. 
Brat. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtifement doth therefore hide it's head: 
Ca/. Chaſtiſement ! | 
Brit. Remember March, the [des of March remember! 
Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice ſake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice ?- What, ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
And fell the mighty ſpace of our large honours, 
For fo-much traſh as may be graſped thus ? 
I had rather bea dog, and bay the moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. | 
Ca/ Brutus, bait not me, 
I'll not endure it; I am a ſoldier; ay, 
Older in practice, abler than yourſelf 
To make conditions. | 
B, ut. Go to; you are not Caiſius. 
Caſ. I am. + | $06 
Bra. I ſay, you are ot. 25 
Ca/. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget myſelf ; 


Have mind upon your health—tempt me no further. 


Brut, Away, ſlight man 5 
Caſ. Is't poſſible? | 
Brut. Hear ne, for Iwill ſpeak. | 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman ſtares? _ 
Caf. O Gods) ye Gods! muſt 1 endure all this? 
Brut. All this! ay, more, Fret till your proud heart 
break; | 


Go, ſhew your ſlaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble Muſt I budge ? 


u 


— 
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Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand ang crouck 
Under your teſty humour ? By the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the venom of your/ſpleen, 
Tho? it do ſplit you: For, from this day forth, 
Til uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laug iter, 
When you are waſpiſh. ; 

Ca), Is it come to this ? 

Brut. You ſay, you are a better ſoldier ; 
Cet it appear ſo; make your vaunting true, 
* Andit ſhail pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
| I hall be glad to learn of noble men. 


g Caf. You wrong me eve:y way—you wrong me, Bru- 
tus; | 


J ſaid, an elder ſoldier ; not a better: 
Did J ſay better? 


1 Brut, If you did, I care not. 5 


5 Ca/. When Czeſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have movd . 
| + 
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Brut. Peace, peace, you durk not ſo have tempted him- 
| Caf, I durſt not 
Brut, No. „ 


Caſ. What ! durſt not tempt him? 
Brut. For your life you durſt not. 
Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my love; 
J may do that 1 ſhall be forry for. 
Brut. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
For I am arm'd fo ſtrong in honeſty, 
— That they paſs by me as the idle wind, 
Which I reſpect not. I did fend to ycu 
For certain ſums of gold, which you denied me 
For I can raite no money by vile means: 
By Heaven, 1 had rather chin my heart, , 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peaſants their vile trad, 
By any e e | dd fend. 
To you for gold to pay my legions, ; 4 
V * you ow : was that done like Caſſius ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Calas Caſſius ſo- 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo coverous, 
To lock ſuch raſcel counter+ irom his friends, 
Pe ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Daſh him to pieces! 
C:/. 1 denied yuu not. 
Brut, You did, 


C as 
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BH Ca. I didnot—-—He was but a fool 
| That brought my anſwer back. — Brutus hath riv'd my 
eart, 
A friend ſhould bear a friend's infirmit'es, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Brut Ido not till you practice chem on me. 
Lou love me not. 
Brut. J do not like your faults. 7 : 
| Ca.. A friendly eye could never ſee ſach faults, . 
| Brut. A flatterer's would not, thu” they do appear 
As huge as high Olvmpus, 
| Ca/. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come 
; Revenge yourſel: es alone on Caſſius, | 
For Caſſius is a-weary of the world: l 
Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother; | ; 
| Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obſerv d, 
1 - Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote, 0 
b To caſt into my teeth. O, I could weep | 
My ſpirit from mine eyes !——There i is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Pluius* mine, richer than gold: | 
If that thou be'ſt a Roman, take it forth. J. 
J, that denie. thee gold, will give my heart. ; 4 
(trite as thou did at Caeſar ; ; for, I know, 1 
When thou didit hate him worſt, thou loy*dit him better 
Than ever thou lov'dſt Caſſius. 1 
Brz . Sheath your dagger: | 
Ke angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope ; | 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſkall be humour. —_- 
O Caſſius you are yoked with a lamb, 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire; 
Who, much enfore-d, ſhews a haſty ſpark, 
And ſtraight is cold again. 
Ca/. Hath Caſſius liv'd | 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief and blood ill temper'd vexeth him? 
Brut. When | ſpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs ſo much? Give me your hand. 
Brut. And my heart too. [ Embracitts, 
Ca. O Brutus ;— | 
Brat. What's the matter? 
Caſ. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour which my mother gave me, 


Makes me forgetful ? 
Brut. Yes, Caſſius? and from henceforth 
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When you are over - earneſt with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo. 


A noiſe withing 


Enter Lucilus and Titinius. 
Brut. Bid the commanders | 
Prepare to lodge their companies to- night. 
Caf: And come yourſelves, and bring Meſſala with you 
TS Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius aud Titinius, 
' Brut, Lucius, a bowl of wine. 
; Caf, I did not think you could have been ſo angry. 
Brut. O Caſſius, I am ſick of many griefs. 
Caf. Of your philoſophy you mike no ule, 
If you give place to accidental evils. | | 
Brut, No man bears ſorrow better —Portia's dead. 
Caſ. Ha |! Portia! 
Brute She is dead. 
Caſ. How *ſcap'd I killing, when J eroſt you ſo ? = 
O inſupportable aud touching loſs !—— | 
Upon what ſickneſs ? 
Brut. Impatient of my abſence, 
And grief, that young Octavius, with Mark Antony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong ; (for with her death 
That tidings came) with this ſhe fell diſtract, | 
And, her attendants abſeat, ſwalloy'd fire, 
Caf And died ſo? 
Brut. Even ſo. 
Caſ. O ye immortal Gods 


Re. en er Lucius wich wine aud laberst. 


——— — * 
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Brut, Speak no more of her. — Give me a boxl of 
f Wine. | 
In this I bury all unkindneſs, Caſſius. (Drinks, 


Ca. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erſwecll the cup; | 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. | 

Brut, Come in, Titinius, — Welcome, good Meſſala,- 

Enter Titinius a d Meſſala. * | 

Now fit we cloſe about this taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities, 

Caſ. Portia ! art thou gone? 

Brut, No more, I pray you AED 
Meſſala, I have here received letters, 
That young ctavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come don upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their, expedition towards Philippi. 

Mg. Myſelf have letters of the ſelf- ſame tenour. 
| PT ITE PF | 
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Brut, With what addition ? 8 
M/. That by proſcription, and bills of outlaw 
Ockabius, Ae and ns, * 
Have put to death an hundred ſenators, 
. Caf. Cicero one? | 
/ Cicero is dead: 
And by that order of proſcription | 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 
Brut. No, Meſſala. 
Me/. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Brut. Nothing, Meſſala. | | 
Meſ. That, methinks, is ſlrange. yy 
Brut, Why aſk you? Hear you aught -of her in yours ? 
Me. No, my lord- 
Brut, Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Me/ Then, like a Roman, bear the truth I tell, , 
For certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Brat. Why, farewel, Portia, We muſt die, Meſſala: 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, | 
I have the patieace to endure it now. 
Me /. Even ſo great men great loſſes ſhould endure 
Caf. 1 have as much of thts in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it fo, : 
Brut, Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi preſently ? 
Caſ. I do not think it good. 
Brut. Your reaſon? 
C This it is; 
"Tis better that the enemy ſeek us: 
So ſhall we waſte his means, weary his ſoldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence ; whilſt » e, lying ſtill, 
Are full of reſt, defence, and nimbleneſs. 8 
Brut. Good reaſons mult of force give place to better. 
The people, twixt Philippi and this ground, 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution: 
The enemy, marching along by them, — 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſh'd, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Theſe people at our back. | 
Caſ. Hear me, good brother 
Brut. Under your pardon—— You muſt note beſide, 


That we have tried the utmoſt of our friends, 
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Our legions are brim full, our cauſe is ripe; 
The enemy increaſeth every day, 
We, at the height, are ready to decline, 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, | 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, ail the voyage of their life 
Is bound in ſhillows and in miſeries. 
On ſuch a fill ſea are we now ea; float; 
And we mult take the cur; ent when it ſerves, ' 
Or loſe our ventures. | 
Ca. Then, with your will, go on; we will along 
Ourſelves, and meet them at t hilippi- 
Brut The de-p of night is crept upon our talk, 
End nature muſt obey neceſſity; 
There is no more to ſay. 
Ca/. No more. Good night. 
Early to- morrow will we rile, and hence, 
Brut. Noble, noble Caſſius, 
Good night, aud good repoſe. 
Caſ. O my dear brother; | 
This was an ill beginning of the night: 
Never come ſuch diviſions 'tween our ſouls, 
Let ic not, Brutus. | 
Re- enter Lucius with the gown. 
Brut, Every thing is well. * 
Tit, M. Good night, lord Brutus. a 
Brut, Farewel, every one. | [ Expunts 
Where is thy inſtrument ? DO 
Luc, Here, in the tent. 
Brut, What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 5 
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'erwatch'd. 
Call Claudius, and ſome-other of my men : 
I'lt have them fleep on cuſhions in my tent, 
Luc, Varro, and Claudius, 
Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Var. Calls my lord? ; 
Brut. I pray you, firs, lie in my teat, and ſleep ; 
It may be, 1 ſhall raiſe you by and by, 
On buſineſs to my brother Caſſius. 
Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your 
pleaſure, | 
Brut. I will not have it ſo: lie down, good firs, 
Canſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
And touch thy inſtrument a ſtrain or two? 
Luc, Ay, my lord, an't pra you, 


2 Brut; ; 
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Brut. It does, my boy: 4 
J trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. It is my duty, ſir. 
Brut. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of reſt, | 
Luc, I have flept, my lord, already. 
Brut, It was well done; and thou ſhalt fleep again 
I will not hold thee long, If I do live; | 1 5 
I will be good to thee. (Miu ſic. 
This is a ſleepy tune O murd*rous ſlumber; 
Lay'ſt thou thy leaden mace upon my bey, 
That plays thee muſic? Gentle knave, good night. 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee, 


If thou doſt nod, thou break'it thy inſtrument; 


TII take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night. 

Let me ſee, let me ſee ; Is not the leafturn'd down, 

Where l left reading? Here it ie, I thiok, 

(He fits down to read. 
| Enter the ghoft of Caeſar. 

How ill this taper burns! ha; who comes here? 

J think it is the wen kneſs of mine eyes, 

That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition, 

It comes upon me. Art thou any ching? 

Art thou ſome God, ſome angel, or {ome devil, 

That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my hair to ſtare ? 

Speak to me, what thou art ? 
Gh. Thy evil ſpirit, Brutus. 
Brut. Why com'it thou? 5 
Gloft. To tell thee, thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
Beru. Well: then I ſhall ſee thee again? | 
Go. Ay, at Philippi. [Exit Ghoſt 
Brut. Why, I will ſee thee at Philippi then. 

Now I have taken heart, thou vatiſheſt. 

III ſpirit, I would hold more talk with thee, 

Boy ! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs! au ake ! 

Claudius 6 

Var. My Tod! 

Claud. My lord : 

Brut. Why did you ſo cry out, firs, in your ſeep. 
Bo h. Did we, my lord ? 7 
Brut: Ay, ſaw you any thing? 

Var. No, my lord, 1 jaw nothing. 

Claud Nor ], my lord- | | 
Brut. Go, and commend me to my brother Caſſius; 
Bid him ſet on his powers betimes before, 1 N 

8 i! 
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And we will follow- | EY 
Bo. V. It ſhall be done, my lord- [Excunts 


ACT V. Scene, The Fields of Philippi. 

Enter Octavius, Antony, ard their Army, 
OA. Wy OW, Antony, our hopes are anſwered, 

| You ſaid the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions: 
It proves not ſo: their battles are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 
Aut. Tut, I am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 

To vifit other places; and come down _ , 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, 
To faſten in our thovghts that they have courage: 
But tis not ſo. : 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Ig. Prepare you, generals: 
The enemy comes on in gallant ſhew ; 
Their bloody ſign of battle is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 
Ant. Octavius, lead your battle ſoftly on, 
Upon the left hand of the even field, 
OH. Upon the right hand I; keep thou the left. 
Ant. Why do you croſs me in this exigent? . 
Oct. I do not croſs you, but I will do ſo. {Marc 
Drum, Enter Brutus, Caſſius, ard their army. 
Brut. They ſtand, and would have parley. 
Words before blows, Is it ſo, countrymen ? 
Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Brut. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Octa- 
VIUSs 
Ant. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good 
words ; | 
Witneſs the hole you made in Caeſar's heart, 
Crying, Long live! hail, Caeſar !” 
Ca. Antony, 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknown; 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bces, 
And leave them honeyleſs, 
Art. Not ſtingleſs too. 
Brut. O yes, and ſoundleſs too; 
For you have ſtol'n their buzzing, Antony; 
And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 
3 


Ant, 
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Ant. Villains! you did not ſo, when your vile daggers 
Hack*d one another in the ſides of Caeſar: 
You ſhew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds, 
And bow'd like bondmen, kiſſing Caeſar's feet 
While damned Caſca, like a cur bebind, 
Struck Caeſar on the neck, Oh, you flatterers ! 
Caſ. Flatterers ! now, Brutus, thank yourſelf ; 
— This tongue had not offended ſo to-day, 
If Caſſius might have rul'd, 
OX, Come, come, the cauſe, If arguing make us 
ſweat, 3 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look, I draw a ſword againſt conſpirators; 
When think you that the ſword goes up again ? 
Never, till Caeſar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aver g'd; or till another Caeſar 
Have added ſlaughter to the ſword of traitors. 
Brut. Caeſar, thou canſt not die by traitors? hands. 
Unleſs thou bring'ſt them with thee, | 
O. Soll hope; 
I was not born to die on Brutus' ſword. 
Brat. O, if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain, 
Young man, thou could'ſt not die more honourable. 
Ca/.- A peeviſh ſchool-boy, worthleſs of ſuch honour, 
Join'd with a maſker and d reveller, 
Ant, Old Caſſius fil“! 
OF. Come, Antony, away. | 
Defiance, traitors, hold we in your teeth. 
Tf you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 10 
If not, when you have ſtomachs. 8 
| [ ( Exeun! Octavius, Antony, and Army. 
_ Ca/. Meſſala | 
Meg/: What ſays my general? < | 
Caſ. Meſſala, 
This is my birth-day; as this very day I 
Was Caſſius born. Give me thy hand, Meſſala: 
Be thou my witneſs, that, aga'nſt my will 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to ſet 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus ſtrong, 
And his opinion: now | change my mind, 


And partly credit things that do preſage. F 


Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enſign : 
Two mighty eagles fel! : and there they perch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our ſoldiers' hands, 


©, 


Who 
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Who to Philppi here conſorted us : 
This morning are they fled away, and gone; 
And, in their ſteads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 
Fly o'er our heads, and doxnward look on us, 
As we were fickly prey; their ſhadows ſeem 
A canopy moſt fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghoſt, , 
Me/. Believe not ſo. h 
Caj. I but believe it partly; 
For I am freſh of ſpirit, and reſoly'd 
To meet all perils very conſtantly. 
The Gods to day ſtand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age; 
But fince the affairs of men reſt ſtill uncertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may befal. 
If we do loſe this battle, then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together. 
Waat are you then determined to do? 
Brut, Even by the rule of that philoſophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himſelf; (1 know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time.of life) arming myſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high powers, 
That govern us below. 
Ca/. Then, if we loſe this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thcr>ngh the ſtreets of Rome ? 
Brut, No Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that work the Ides of March begun ; 5 
And, whether we ſhall meet azain, I know not. | 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewel Caſſius 
If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus! 
If we do meet again we'll ſmile indeed; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 
Brut. Why then, lead on —O that a man might know 
The end of this day's buſineſs err it come! 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho! Away. [Exc unt. 
Alarm. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 


* 


Vuato the legions on the other fide; ' (Loud alarm. 


Come hither, firrahs 
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Brut. Ride, ride, Meſſala, ride, and give theſe bills 


Let them ſet on at once; for J perceive 
But cold demeanos in Octavius“ wing, 


And ſodden puſh gives them the overthrow, 


Ride, ride, Meſſala; Let them all come down. (Eæcunt. 
ala m. Enter Caſſius, and Pitinius. | 
Caf, O look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myſelf have to mine own turn'd enemy : 
This enſign here of mine was turning back; 
I flew the coward, and did take it from him. 
77. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the word too early: 
Who, having ſome advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly ; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclo.'d, 
Euler Pindarus, | 
Pin. Fly further off, my lord—fly further off. 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord; 
Fly therefore, noble Caſſius, fly far off. ns 
Caf. This hill is far enough ——Look, look, Titinine, -. 
Are thoſe my tents, where ] perceive the fire? * 
Tit. J hey are, my lord. 
Caſ. Titlnius, if thou lov'ſt me, 5 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 


And here again; that I may reſt aſſur'd, 


Whether yon” troops are friend or enemys _ 
Tit, I will be here again, even with a thought, (Exit. 
Caſ. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill: 1 

My fight was ever thick —Regard, Titinius, 

Aud tell me what thou not'ſt about the field. 

— This day breathed firſt: time is come round; 

And where I did begin, there ſhall I end; 

My life is run bis compaſs.—Sirrah, what news? 
Pin. (Aborte) Oh, my lord! 

-Ea/. What news? 
Pin. Titinius is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the ſpur 


Vet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him; now, 


Titinius! Now ſeme light — Oh, he lights too 
He's ta en and hark, they ſhout for joy. (Shouts 
Caſ. Come down, behold no more. 
Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long, 
To ſee my beſt friend ta en before my face 
Re. enter Pindarus 


ts 
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In Parthia did I take thee priſoner ; | 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come, now keep thine oath ! 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this good ſword, 
That ran thro' Caeſar's bowe!s, ſearch this boſom. 
Stand not to anſwer—here, take thou the hilt ; 
And when my face is cover'd, as *tis now, 
Guide thou the ſword, — Caeſar, thou art reveng'd, | 
Even with the ſword that kill'd thee: [ Kills himſ fe 
Pin. So J am free; yet would not ſo have been, 
Durſt I have done my will. Ob, Caſſius! 
Far from this country Pindarus ſhall run, 
Where never Roman ſhall take note of him- [Ex. 2. 
Re enter Titinius and Meſſala. 
Ng. It is but change, Titinius; for Oct-vius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus“ power, 
As Caſſius legions are by Antony. 
Tit, Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſius, 
My. Where did you leave him? 
Ti, All diſconſolate, 
With Pindarus, his bondman, on this hill. 
Me/. Is no: that he, that lies upon the ground? — 
Tit, He lies not like the living. Oh, my heart! 
Me / Is not that he? 
Tit No, this was be, Meſſala, 
But Cuſſius i: nv more. Oh, ſeiting ſun ! 
As in thy red rays thou doſt fink to night, 
tis red blood Caffius day is ſet: 
of Nome is ſet ! cur day is gone; | 
e, dews and danyers come; our deeds are done'! 
\' truſt of my ſucceſs hath done thi> deeds _ 
Me/ Miſtruſt of good jueceſs ath done this deed. 
Tit. What, Pindar s? Where art thou, Pindarus?. 
Me/. Seek him, Titinius; whilſt I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, c c 
Tit, Hie you, Meſſala, | s 
And J will ſeek for Pindarcs the while. (Exit Meſſala. 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſius? | 


Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 


Put on my brows this wreath of victory, ; 
And bid me give it thee? Didſt thou not hear their 
ſhouts ? : 


Alas, thou haſt miſconſiru'd every thing. 


But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ;. Thy 


% 
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Thy Brutus hid me give it thee, and I 

Will do his bidding. - Brutus, come apace, 
And ſee how I regarded Caius Caſſius.— 

By your leave, Gods,--This is a Roman's part, 


(Stabs himſelf.” 


Come, Caſſius' ſword, and find Titinius' heart, (Die. 
| Alarm. Ext r Brutus, Meſſala. | 
Brut, Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lie? 
Me, Lo, yer::Jder : and i itinius mourning it. 
Brut. Titini::s? face is upward, 
Are yet two Romans living ſuch as theſe ? 
Thou laſt of all the Romans! fare thce well! 


It is impoſſible that ever Rome 


Should breed thy fellow Friends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man than you ſhall ſee me pay. 
Oh, Julius Caefar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy ſpirit ſtalks abroad and turns our ſwords 
Into our own proper entrails. 
Come, let us to the field—and, yet ere night 
We ſhall try fortune in a ſeernd fight, 
| Enter Antony. 

1 Sold. Here comes the general 
Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord. 

Art, Where is he ? | 

Luc. Safe, Antony; Brutus is ſafe enough $ 
J dare afſure t:ee, that no enemy 
Shall ever :ake alive the noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame ! 
When you do find him, or alive, or d ad, 


[ Exeunts 


He will be found like Brutus, like hin ſelf. 


Ant, Tu is is not Brutus, friend; but I aſſure you, 


A prize no leſs in worth: keep this man ſafe, 


Give him all kindneſs. I had rat her have 
Sch men my friends than enemies. Go on, 
And ſee if Brutus be alive or dead: 

And bring us word unto Octavius' tent, 


How every thing is chanced, [Exeunt, 


SCENE, Another part of tbe Field. Er ter Brutus, Darda-- 


nius, Clitus, Strato, and Volumni us. 5 
Brut. Come, poor remaius of friends, reſt on this 
rock. 
Slaying is the word; 
It is a deed in faſnion. Hark thee, Clitus “ 
| [ kiſperixg. 
Ci. What I, my lord? No, not for all the world. 


Brut, 
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Brat. Peace then, no words, 
Cli. VII rather kill myſelf. | 
Bru', Come hither, good Volumnius; liſt a word. 
Vol. What ſays my lord ? 
But. Why this, Volumnius; 
The ghoſt of Caefar hath appeaſ d to me 
Two ſeveral times by night: at Sardis, once; 
And, this laſt night here in Philippi fields, 
1 know my hour is come. 
Vol. Not ſo, my lord, 
Brut. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſee ſt the world, Volumnius, how it goes; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit; (Alarm. 
It is more worthy to leap in ourſelves, 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'ſt that we to went to ſchool together 
Even for that, our love of old I pray thee, * 
Hold thou my ſwords hilt, while I run on it, 
Hol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord. | 
Brut. Farewell to you; (Alarm flill. 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 
] found no man but he was true to me. 
I ſhall have glory by this loſing day, 
Retire, and let me think awhile-— 
Now, one laſt loo, and then. farewell to all 
Scorning to view his country's wrongs, 
Thus Brutus always ftrikes for liberty. 
Poor flaviſh Rome, farewell! — Caeſar, now be till ; 
I kill'd not thee with half ſo good a will, 
(Runs on his ſword, and dies. 
Alarm. Retreat, Enter Antony, Octavius, Meſſala, Lu- 
cilius, and the Army, 
Oda. What man is that? 
Luc, So Brutus ſhould be found. —I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Luciliug? ſaying true. 
Aut, This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the conſpirators, ſave only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cæſar; 
He only, in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one f them. 
His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 42 
Aud ſay to all the world, “ This was a man!” = 


OA, 


56 JULIUS CASAR 
Oct. According to his virtue, let us uſe him; 
With all reſpect, and rites of burial, 
Within my tent his bones to-night ſhall lie, 
Moſt like a ſoldier, order'd honourobly, 
So, call the field to reſt : and let's away, 
10 part the glories of this happy day. 


TRE END. 
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